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When he spoke to her about it, she said that
Jansje, too, had given money, that they had done it
a number of times, even before the disgrace had
come on them. He insisted that they should reckon
up what it amounted to.
Once more Wouters came with his son to warn
him that his credulity was being abused, for they
had been making enquiries, and their belief was that
the youths did not themselves know where Floris
was. Werendonk listened with his head on his
hand, he asked for their advice like a helpless creature
and he implored Wouters to think what he himself
would do if his son were in danger.
The neighbours noticed that his face had become
grey, his eyes hollow, as though he had no sleep at
nights. Every day about six o'clock when Steven
came home he could be seen crossing the road,
sometimes forgetting to put on his cap. People
shook their heads, they were filled with pity to see
this man, who had spent his whole life working to
fulfil a task, tortured with anxiety. Many of them
began enquiring here and there to see if anyone had
heard of the truant. And rumours were rife, gradu-
ally more and more of them.
Tops, the Werendonks' right-hand neighbour,
with whom they'd had no dealings for years owing
to an old-standing disagreement, brought the milk-
man into them early one morning. The previous
evening the man had been walking in the meadow